ASTROPHEL AND STELLA

Then adieu, dear flock, adieu I
But, alas, if in your straying
Heavenly Stella meet with you,
Tell her, in your piteous blaying,
Her poor slave's unjust decaying.

O dear life, when shall if bet

O DEAR life, when shall it be
That mine eyes thine eyes shall see,
And in them thy mind discover
Whether absence have had force
Thy remembrance to divorce
From the image of thy lover?

Or if I myself find not

After parting aught forgot,

Nor debarr*d from beauty's treasure,

Let not tongue aspire to tell

In what high joys T shall dwell:

Only thought aims at the pleasure.

Thought, therefore, will I send thee
To take up the place for me:
Long I will not after tarry.
There, unseen, thou mayst be bold
Those fair wonders to behold
Which in them my hopes do carry

Thought, see thou no place forbearj
Enter bravely everywhere;
Seize on all to her belonging.
But if thou wouldst guarded be,
Fearing her beams, take with thee-
Strength of liking, rage of longing*

Think of that most grateful time
When rny leaping heart will climb
In thy lips to have his biding,
There those roses for to kiss
Which do breathe a sugared bliss,
Opening rubies, pearls dividing.